Paper Trained Pups and GPS. °* 


A friend of mine has a new car; actually, it is over a year old but remains new by my standards. Her 
new toy has more electronic whistles and bells than one can imagine, and I can imagine a lot but 
this thing is insane. The owners manual looks like an encyclopedia collection!! One ornery critter 
is a ‘Global Positioning Navigation and Directional System’ or GPS that is good at getting one lost 
and if taken literally into a lot of trouble! One nice thing is that if one does not follow its directions, 
unlike a back or front seat driver, it never judges or criticizes with, “why did you not turn! Next 
time I tell you to do this or that, do it or blah, blah, blah.... ad infinitum.” No, if one disobeys a 
direction it states ‘route recalculation’ then begins barking new orders, and there is an off button. 
Find one of those on a back or front seat driver. On my first ride in her new car, we spent all 
afternoon and part of a warm spring evening driving around lost following GPS instructions until 
finally shutting it off to ask directions from a human working at a gas station. Maybe the car owner 
had a subconscious desire to show off her new toy, needed a valid reason to drive around a major 
city all day and GPS delivered it. She claims not so but subconscious ulterior motives indicate 
otherwise: those annoying car adverts make a new car driving experience look so blissful that 
people imagine themselves doing it even while totally lost. I guess GPS thinks cars can fly or 
maybe its original programming was for aircraft use readapted to gasoline buggy application of the 
automobile. I suspect that as the theory since it once directed ‘’turn ‘right’ now /’’ while we were 
driving across a long sky-way bridge with nothing to either side but lots of blue-heavens hundreds 
of feet above nearest earth. A similar incident occurred while traveling over a very long span lake 
bridge: ‘turn left now’ with nothing but water on either side of us. Perhaps this GPS version was for 
super-cars of the future that can float and fly? GPS is a must have to fully appreciate the 
complexities of driving a modern automobile, but working out the bugs within the artificial 
intelligence behind it has a long way to go at present. Recently my friend accepted the task of 
driving her teenage grandson home after a visit to grandma’s house. Neither one knew where he 
lived. Seems he knows where but only when actually standing on the street in front of his house, 
otherwise the kid is totally lost. Her grandson is one of the new electronic kid generations who 
spend all disposable time immersed in various electronic media & cyber worlds instead of the 
physical one. Outside of cyber land the person is lost! His I-Phone / I-pod battery was dead so he 
could not look up the street address and house number stored on it or to Google map the 
information outside of GPS. I suppose this is the digital age version of the bread crumb trail home 
that Hansel and Gretel used except a dead battery ate it instead of hungry birds. Thus he guessed at 
where he lived from poor back-up memory, his mind was located in a dead I-phone too, as his 
grandmother tried inputing the data into GPS. It promptly rejected what she entered reciprocating 
something cryptic that nobody understood. I suspect it was code for, ‘are you ‘&*%**$@!!!2’ 
crazy?’ Another quirk about GPS — I think it is schizophrenic or something because if one does not 
handle it ‘just right,’ the big brat refuses to play at all while throwing tantrums and confusing 
everyone else in the sandbox. Anyway, after much frustration I suggested that she use her I-phone 
to call his father and ask for directions home. Reluctantly, stubbornly, she made the call. What is 
all this brouhaha about women always asking for directions because men avoid doing so? I have 
known this woman over 30 years and she would rather take a raking before asking for directions!! I 
believe in a life without pain and ask for them before ever leaving home! As luck would have it, 
synchronicities for I do not believe in luck, the kid’s dad just happened to be out with the rest of her 
grandson’s family for afternoon entertainment within a minute’s drive away from where we were 
parked making that phone call. They quickly arrived, picked up the boy and his stuff from 
grandma’s car. Mission accomplished we headed home. I am a paper-trained-pup-hybrid that uses 


both minimum electronic media and mostly old-fashioned methods of getting around life in an 
electronic dominated era, and intend to remain that way. I cannot turn on an I-pod and have no 
desire to learn how; paper books, maps, asking directions, trip pre-planning and routing are all 
standard for me today as in years before these days of modern electronic miracles that often become 
demonic curses of misery and self-sacrifice requiring ritualistic exorcism to be freely dispossessed. 


